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The Oldest Senior

Evan Kraft was the oldest student at Ferndale Senior High in New Jersey. He was nineteen years old and a senior. During the seventh grade, Evan contracted mononucleosis and ended up losing an entire year of school. The home tutoring he got wasn’t enough, or perhaps he didn’t apply himself to it, having no appetite for school in the first place. The result was that he had to repeat the seventh grade, and after a few years, he found himself as a senior, and alone.

Even so, Evan attracted attention to himself because he was charismatic; a “follow me” type, a leader, and rode a black Kawasaki Ninja 400 motorcycle to school which was a present from his parents. It wasn’t given to him because of his stellar grades, but because he threatened to drop out if he had to ride the school bus. His parents spoiled him - they had just enough

money and the low parenting skills to be able to do that. He enjoyed racing his bike on the Garden State Parkway, and as a result of numerous encounters with law enforcement, especially the ones with radar guns; he was on a first name basis with several state troopers.

During one such encounter the trooper said to him, looking over Evan’s bike; “You know Evan, you don’t have a pilot’s license. The next time I stop you, I’m going to cite you for not having one!”

Evan was into the whole “grunge thing;” heavy metal music, black leather motorcycle jacket, studded boots, a chain that he wore off of one shoulder, jeans, and a “James Dean” haircut - gel included. He had a muscular build but was thin, and stood at only five-feet, six-inches tall. It was his “retro” look that made him the center of attention; especially girl’s attention. About the middle of his junior year, the high school girls lost their appeal to him. To Evan, there was something intangible that was missing; maybe a lack of experience on their part?

Or perhaps they couldn’t emulate what he saw on the porn videos he enjoyed watching instead of studying. He did have a penchant for mischief. He did things mainly out of boredom or for kicks; often daring wannabe younger classmates into pulling sophomoric pranks. One such prank which became legendary in Ferndale High history, was putting urushiol, the active oily ingredient found in poison ivy into the hand sanitizers around the school. He was friends with a couple of the science nerds in the chemistry department, and one of them knew where to get it from.

At the start of his senior year, Evan became very interested in school. A new chemistry teacher joined the faculty, and she was responsible for his impeccable attendance record in chemistry class. Normally chemistry was not in Evan’s academic plans; no way, no how. He was into the trades, or industrial arts. He was very good at fixing mechanical things - especially cars and motorcycles, and someday dreamed of owning his own collision shop. However, when Miss. Toni Briamonte started teaching chemistry, Evan wangled his guidance counselor into placing him in the class. She was a very alluring woman; standing easily at six-feet tall, long, brunette hair, wide brown eyes, and the biggest set of tits that Evan ever saw. She also dressed very provocatively with a white leather jacket, short black leather skirt, and a diamond-studded choker around her neck.

In fact, some of the horny sixteen-year-old science nerds called her “Tit-Butyl Toni,” a reference to a chemical compound. The name stuck and was a hit. Whether Miss Briamonte knew it or not, she gave no indication. Evan of course, sat in the front row. You could say there was a mutual “chemistry” there. Miss Briamonte was about thirty-two years old, and was fond of lacing her lectures with sexual innuendos; things about “atoms colliding or ‘bumping’ one another,” stuff like that. Evan saw that when she spoke or made a point she stared at him, often calling upon him. Since Evan was no science guy, he “persuaded” the nerds to help him, mainly so he didn’t look dumb in front of Miss Briamonte, and also because if he failed chemistry, he wouldn’t graduate. Even with the tutoring from the nerds, he still couldn’t get more than a sixty-five on his weekly quizzes and tests - that translated to a “D-plus.”

During one test, as Miss Briamonte was walking around the class, she stopped at Evan’s desk as she usually did. Only this time, she leaned in close to look at his paper from behind. She made sure her enormous tits were pressing his shoulder and back when she looked, and some of her hair strands brushed up against Evan’s cheek. He could feel her warm breath against his skin, smell perfume and tobacco, and the biochemical reaction that came next was that his cock extended itself in his jeans to its full size of eight inches.

Since his jeans were tight, he had to bite his lip since metal zippers do not feel good against skin. “Humm, looks good . . . .oh! here. I think you’re missing one electron from this equation; that’s why it’s not balancing,” she whispered up against Evan’s ear, her lips unmistakably touching. She took Evan’s pencil from his hand and said, “May I?” Evan was astounded and said ,“Be my guest.” Next, she rewrote the equation, so it was the right answer. She corrected yet another problem, thus giving an Evan an extra ten points!

“Better?” she said, giving him an inviting look. “Uh, yeah, looks good to me. Thanks.”

“Uh huh,” she said, and continued her walk around the room.

For her part, Miss Briamonte was very curious about Evan. She found out from the guidance counselor, her friend Connie Thorndyke, that Evan was nineteen, which translated into one year above the age of consent according to New Jersey Law. Frequently during her ride home, Toni fantasized about Evan and especially about how she wanted him deep inside her, plowing her with that taut, muscular body of his, and what she imagined (correctly) would be a monstrous cock. Often, she touched her breasts at home, dreaming about Evan’s teeth biting her “Tit-Butyl Tits.” Other students began to notice how their teacher was into the “older kid” in their chem class, and made little jokes and innuendos to Evan about it. Evan took the ribbing as a source of pride.

“So Evan,” Mike McCarthy, a tight end on the Ferndale football team, and one of his few close confidants at school said to him one day at lunch: “You gonna’ give “Tit-Butyl” a good fucking???” The other guys at the table laughed. Of course Evan knew that of all the guys in school, if anyone was going to give her a good fucking, it would have to be him. His wheels started turning. Hormones were not a substitute for brains, but in Evan’s case that was enough for the present.

“You never know, McCarthy.” Evan was a bit detached from the conversation, staring at the wall, the voices of his friends just mindless chatter. He was picturing Miss Briamonte sprawled out on a bed in a cheesy Jersey motel room, or better yet in her house, desperately sucking on his cock, her head and big lips bobbing up and down on it. Oh please Evan, he daydreamed, I want to devour you, suck on your balls, and I want your hot, white, sticky cum plastered all over my face - PLEASE!!

❤️❤️❤️


Detention

Chem class was at the end of the sixth period, and Evan had plans to ride his Kawasaki through some old, seldom used roads, to “open it up” a bit, and have some fun. Today, Miss Briamonte was lecturing, and Evan noticed that lately she had taken to standing next to his desk as she lectured, teasing him with that hot body of hers. When class ended, she announced, “Mister Kraft, please see me after class.” His nerdy, pimply-faced classmates who were keeping his head above water, just stared at him, wondering what was going on. He looked at them and smiled. Even the jocks were amazed at their hot teacher’s request. Well, they would gladly wait until tomorrow to hear what this was all about.

“Yes Miss Briamonte. You wanted to see me?” Evan asked as he walked up to her desk. She remained seated, looking up at him, making sure her eyes were about the level of his waist.

“Evan, I’m giving you detention today.”

Surprised, he asked “Why, what did I do?”

“Well,” she said, a smirk appearing on her face. “I would think that harassing a teacher could get a student expelled, so consider just detention to be a gift!”

“Harassing?? What are you talking about.”

Evan almost had to smack himself for what came next. Never in his wildest imagination did he think it was possible. She leaned over and kissed his fly, and said, “Making your teacher so horny that she wants to pull her hair out is a serious offense. Wouldn’t you say so, Mr. Kraft?”

Oh, so that’s what this is all about. Well, well, Evan thought. Looks like I might get lucky here!

“Uhhh . . . well, you’re the teacher. So if you say so, I guess you must be right.”

“Yes Evan, the teacher is always right; especially me.”

“Where do I report for this ‘detention,’ exactly?”

“In the auditorium right after last period, Mr. Kraft; three-thirty. I haven’t figured out yet how long or for how many days my punishment will be for.”

Evan smiled down at her and let out an exaggerated sigh and said, “Oh well, if I must, I must.”

“Now that’s a good boy. Go. I don’t want you to be late for your next class and have a ‘double detention’ now.”

Based on her forward approach, Evan scanned the hallway quickly and saw it was clear. Then, he ran back to her desk, grabbed her by the shoulders and kissed her on the mouth, shoving his tongue deep inside, and then quickly pulling off.

“Ooh, that was nice,” she said, smacking her lips. “I may have to extend your punishment for the rest of the month.” Evan’s cock was so big and hard, he thought about pulling her skirt off and doing her right there on her desk, but he had enough sense not to, at least not today.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur to Evan, and as the clock struck two-fifty-five, he dumped his books in his locker, and made a beeline for the auditorium, bumping past his curious classmates. It took a while for his eyes to become adjusted to the darkness, and he wondered where he should sit.

“Over here Evan. Your detention begins over here.” It took Evan a couple of minutes to determine exactly where the voice came from. He saw the dim light of the room reflected off of Miss Briamonte’s eyeglasses; her hair which was done up in a teacherly bun, now hung freely down the front of her crisply ironed dress white shirt, her brunette curls comfortably nestled in the cleavage of her sumptuous breasts.

She had a seat in the back row, on the right side of the auditorium, opposite from where he was standing. He didn’t answer her, but approached slowly, and was greeted by a surprise - It was clear to Evan that the bra she had on in class was nowhere to be seen; just the inviting tips of her tits poking up through her blouse.

His now raging hard-on got twisted up in his briefs as he walked, and he had to reach down to “straighten himself up.” The rubbing of his cock was a pleasant preview of what he hoped the next hour would be like. It wasn’t lost on Miss Briamonte, who spoke in a sarcastic reprimanding tone: “Now Evan, detention, as I’m sure you’re aware of does not consist of you touching yourself inappropriately!”

“I’m sorry Miss Briamonte, it won’t happen again.”

“Humph,” she snickered, “I should hope not!” She patted the seat to her left. “Now come over here and sit beside me. There are some rules for my detention . . . that we must go over.”

Evan eagerly took the seat, not caring who would walk into the auditorium. “Now the first lesson is, Evan, how to properly make out with your teacher.”

Truth be told, Evan didn’t need any lessons for that. He was so damned horny and hard; he was flying on autopilot. He leaned over, smelling her delicious scents of perfume, sweat, and the long menthol cigarette she had outside before coming to the auditorium. He placed his lips against hers and she eagerly met his force and placed the tip of her tongue just inside his lips, moving it from side to side. Is this really happening? he thought to himself, or am I going to wake up in my own bed after having a ‘wet dream?’ His own tongue now met hers and went much farther than hers; almost hitting her tonsils. Toni moaned and giggled through her lips and rolled her tongue around his. Evan let his hands slide down Toni’s breasts, his fingers tickling the cleavage between, then moving to her spear-like nipples which stuck out so underneath her crisp, fresh blouse. The sight of breasts under a partially open blouse with no bra underneath was a big turn on for Evan; who by now, was cursing the fact they weren’t in a bed somewhere; any damn bed.

Toni raised the armrest between the seats and placed her arms around Evan’s shoulders and continued kissing him without taking her mouth off of him. With her right hand she started to undo the zipper of his jeans, sticking her fingers inside them, and rubbing his thick, hard cock through his undershorts. By this point, precum, like dew, was leaking out of the tip. Just a little more and we’re there . . . Evan thought. His disbelief now gave way to animal lust because this was happening; this was real. His next move was to open her blouse completely and bite her nipples and suck on her tits and lick them all over. But right now, the attention shifted to his cock - the main event.

Toni tugged a little bit and Evan’s snake sprang out of its hidden lair, springing back and forth as if to say, “Here bitch, I’m out to play - let’s do the nasty!” She stroked his cock with her soft fingertips on his sensitive underside; then dug her nails in topside. He tried every trick in the book not to cum as Toni made the “O” with her thumb and forefinger, aided by his pre-cum, sliding up and down his shaft - paradise.

Then, without warning, she took her hand off the stick, and broke off from the kiss. Evan’s eyes, which were closed, now opened wide with shock and disbelief. Okay, what game is she playing here, he asked himself.

“Well now,” she said firmly with a pedantic tone. “I guess now you’ve gotten the gist of what my detention is all about,- almost.”

“Christ! That’s IT!?” Evan said, equally full of anger and disbelief. “What the hell was that all about!! You make me come here, so I did what you asked, you make moves on me, deep throat me, and . . . and now you tell me we’re done??? What kind of game is this?”

“Evan, Evan,” she said in a mocking tone. “Didn’t you know that I control whether or not you even graduate from high school? Humm? My class grade makes all the difference. Let’s face it, I own you! Your guidance counselor who signed you up for my class, Miss Thorndyke, and the school principal, Miss Ribaldo, all agree that this detention is the best way for you to take school, and my class seriously. In fact, we thought that one full month - thirty days is the time you will spend here every afternoon for one full hour - understand?”

Evan was left speechless, defeated. What recourse was there for him to consider? None apparently. His only two avenues of appeal were solidly on Miss Briamonte’s side.

“Now,” Miss Briamonte said as she stood up, buttoned her blouse, getting ready to leave the auditorium. “You will leave here at approximately four-thirty, sign out in Miss Ribaldo’s office, and then report here tomorrow at three-thirty. Clear?”

“Damn! What choice do I have?” Evan said, defeated. His head was throbbing, along with his balls. Miss Briamonte leaned in close to Evan, and exhaled her warm breath in Evan’s ear, saying, “None.”

When four-thirty rolled around, Evan angrily marched over to Miss Ribaldo’s office and signed himself out. She must have been in on it because she looked at Evan with a little smirk on her face. This only infuriated him more, but better judgement stepped in and prevented him from doing or saying something he might regret. Plenty of time to figure out what kind of ‘trap’ he might be in. So, he left the building and jumped on his Kawasaki 400 bike and thundered home.

At his house, no one was home; which was a good thing because what he was about to do, what he needed to do, he didn’t want anyone to be around for. He went upstairs to his bedroom, put on an old Metallica album, got comfortable on his bed - still hard and stiff from “Miss Briamonster’s” cruel game, and took out a new toy contraption from his drawer. It was a sex toy he had just purchased on Amazon: it looked like a flashlight with silicone lips on the end, and some lube inside of it. It was supposed to resemble a woman’s mouth, and it also vibrated. It simulated oral sex; so he closed his eyes, let it go to work on him, and within about thirty seconds he shot out a huge, creamy load onto his abdomen, a bit of his own jizz even reaching up to his chin. It helped to relieve the tension from this afternoon, but not the anger at how he’d been played; he was furious.

❤️❤️❤️


Carrot and Stick

The next day, Evan was a bit quieter than usual. He was still trying to make sense of yesterday, and full of questions about what would happen going forward with Miss Briamonte. During study hall, his three nerd “tutors” helped him out with a very difficult unit. They, being socially inept and stuck in their own little geek worlds wouldn’t even have a clue about what to do in his situation; but their help took on much importance now, since Miss Briamonte - the cock tease that she was, read the riot act to him. At lunch, Mike McCarthy, was full of questions about Evan’s detention.

“So that’s it?” he said. “She just made you sit there for an hour - in the dark?”

“Uh, well, yeah dude, that’s what detention is supposed to be like.”

“I just don’t understand what offense could be so serious that she’d make you go there for a month, unless . . . unless . . . oh wow! Did she like come on to you or something???”

Evan did not feel comfortable saying anything to anyone at school about what was happening between him and his chem teacher. It was all perfectly legal; he was, after all, nineteen; but still, he didn’t need the gossiping.

“No she didn’t.” Evan was a good liar when he had to be. “She just told me the rules and left. I’m supposed to sit in the auditorium for an hour each day for a month.” This answer didn’t satisfy the inquisitive tight end.

“I don’t see why she wouldn’t make you have detention in one of the study hall classrooms, that’s what’s funny about it.”

“Don’t worry Mike, if she comes on to me, you’ll be the first to know,” Evan said, sounding very convincing. His other friends around the table exchanged little glances with each other.

In class that day, Toni gave her lecture as usual, and looked at Evan with a playful look; like a cat toying with a mouse. Her game, her rules. Evan was okay with it, as long as she’d do something, for God’s sake, and stop leading him on. Otherwise, his little blowjob toy at home would run out of batteries! When class was over, she caught him before he left. “See you at three-thirty Evan. Please be prompt, and don’t keep teacher waiting.” She gave him a big smile as he left the room. Damn her! Even as a tease, she just made him hornier. It was still the middle of the afternoon, and he was already big into his boner. Maybe I should just rip her blouse off and do her right there,” he thought. It would serve her right.

So three-thirty finally rolled around, and Evan made a beeline for the auditorium. To his surprise, Miss Briamonte was sitting where she sat yesterday. It was a warm day, late in September, and she was fanning herself with a sheet of paper, and like yesterday, she wasn’t wearing a bra, but this time, half the buttons on her blouse were open. He had a beautiful view of two lovely, plump, ripe tits, cleavage, and all. He was still angry for yesterday, because he didn’t like being manipulated by her, or by anyone for that matter, but this was a game he was willing to see through to the end.

“Come Evan, have a seat,” she said coyfully, and full of innocence, like yesterday never happened. Evan sat down, and noticed the arm rest between the two of them was already up.

She turned and leaned into him. She wasn’t wearing the thick-framed glasses that she wore in the classroom. The familiar smells hit him again - the perfume, the smoky smell, and her sweat. In fact, she had little beads of perspiration formed on her forehead. His cock was doing the familiar strangulation dance in his jeans, but today, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and the metal of his zipper was making things a bit uncomfortable. Maybe, he thought, if I present like this, her lust will take over and she would consummate the nasty. As he sat, his eyes were glued to her tits, the nipples poking up through the white starchy blouse; her diamond studded choker catching the dim lighting from the auditorium.

Yet something wasn’t quite right about it. Evan had keen powers of observation, and he knew a couple of things, one of which Murphy mentioned earlier at lunch. Detention is usually given in one of the study hall classrooms. That was one thing. The other was that Evan usually saw the two custodians cleaning up the auditorium this time of day after school; yet they were nowhere near the room. They weren’t even on the same floor! There had to be a reason why Toni wasn’t even concerned about being caught in here with him. Oh well, he thought. Plenty of time to figure that out later.

Evan plopped himself down on the same seat he had yesterday.

“What’s the matter Evan?” she asked. “Are you annoyed with me for yesterday?”

“Yes! Can you blame me?” I mean, you’re a real fucking tease, you know that?” She just laughed.

“Well, just consider that a test. Being a woman of science,” she said in a somewhat demeaning way; “I’m conducting a little experiment; holding out a carrot for you, and also a stick. If you’re a good boy and do what I tell you - you get the delicious carrot. If you don’t do what I ask, you get the stick. Yesterday was the stick.”

“What did I do to deserve the stick?” Evan said, feeling his temper rise. She laughed. “Nothing, I just wanted to illustrate for you how quickly I can change.” This made no sense to Evan, but he knew that she was in the driver’s seat; the psychopath that she was. Before he could say another word, she leaned into him and kissed him hard on the mouth, her tongue not wasting any time in exploring familiar territory. Once again, he was beyond hard. As they were kissing, once again she ran her hands down to his jeans and began rubbing his throbbing, painful cock through his pants. She broke contact and said in a very sultry voice, “Now that’s what I like to see, real interest.” She resumed kissing and she ordered him, “Now I want you to lick my tits and play with my nipples.

With her hand still rubbing his cock through the jeans, Evan put his face in her cleavage and licked the base of both tits, and his fingers massaged the outside of that crisp, starchy blouse, the nipples as hard as two pencil points. He felt the smooth silky texture of her hair, which was down from the bun she had it tied up in during class, and now hung freely in her cleavage and over her blouse. She threw her head back and moaned. Then, much to his surprise and shock, she took her hands off his crotch and pulled away, looking at him. What the FUCK?? Was this a repeat of yesterday?

Today, however, he wasn’t about to let that happen again, and said in his most aggressive and hungry tone, “Not today Toni! . . . We’re not playing any more of your fucking sick-ass tease games!” He pulled her shoulders back down onto the seat and held her firmly, and kissed her hard, shoving his tongue deep inside her. His first thought was that maybe he’d crossed a line, but she gave no indication of that. This time, she let herself be manhandled by his very strong muscles and determination to see this through. With his right hand, he gripped her wrist tightly and placed it back on his crotch. To his pleasant surprise, she made no move to pull her hand away, and instead began rubbing harder, so that he could feel the sensation of precum lining his jeans. Today, he wasn’t wearing briefs!

“Tit-Butyl-Toni” opened the button of his jeans and found his hard, fleshy, moist cock with her fingers, rubbing the head and the bottom of his shaft. She moaned through his hard kisses. “Ooh, it seems Evan is very intent on playing today. I think I like this aggressive side of you!” she said in a playful tone.

Evan said nothing, his hands reaching for the remaining bottom three buttons of her blouse. Now that it was completely open, he resumed playing with her tits, for the first time, playing with and squeezing her nipples in the flesh, between his fingers. He was harder on them then he might otherwise have been, perhaps meting out a little revenge for yesterday. Instead of a reaction of pain, she seemed to enjoy the rough play very much, gasping and grabbing the back of his James Dean hair. She pulled his zipper down carefully so as not to catch his cock in the track.

“Lift your ass up,” she said in a desperate voice of pure lust. “You know Evan, I’ve had my eyes on you since the first day you signed up for my class!” He said nothing because the feeling was mutual and didn’t bear repeating. Grabbing onto the denim material, she pulled his jeans down to his ankles; the metal of his chain making a clinking sound as it moved over the wooden seat. His cock was throbbing like it had a beat of its own, eagerly anticipating what was sure to come next. Evan let her hand stay there and play with it and he kissed her more, biting her bottom lip causing her to squeal. This bitch likes to play hardball, he saw.

In a fast move, Toni broke off, stood up and then got down on her knees in front of Evan. Evan pulled his shirt up over his stomach, and Toni leaned in and put her lips on the tip of his cock, eyes looking up at him. Opening her lips slightly, maintaining eye contact; she stuck out just the tip of her tongue and licked around the head of his cock, tasting the salty precum that had been building up since yesterday. Even with this slight touch of her lips, it was so much better than the sex toy he had in his room! Nothing beats the real thing.

“NOW, suck me off!” Evan barked. Incredibly, this “Alpha Bitch” complied, letting him be leader this time. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she was able to fit his massive and thick eight-incher all the way into her mouth, licking the head and the shaft of his cock. Toni was bobbing up and down as she sucked, making a ‘squishy noise’ punctuated by ‘umms,’ and her silky hair felt cool and smooth on his bare stomach. Nothing in creation would stop this. He didn’t give a shit if the lights came on in the auditorium and a marching band waltzed in. He pressed her head firmly down into his lap.

“FUCK MEEEE!” Evan gasped as he exploded a claymore full of cum into her mouth; Toni sucking it all in and swallowing every single drop! Wow, he thought, twenty-eight more days of this to go. Yeah, I can live with that! Now Toni picked her head up after sucking him dry, and Even bent his head down and they kissed. Some of his jizz was running down her chin, and her eyes were glazed over. Her flavors mixed with the strange, salty taste of his jizz from her mouth. He kissed her entire face, her forehead, even nibbling on her earlobes which she loved, and she stroked his face with her polished nails. He inhaled her scents deeply, and what especially turned him on was the scent of tobacco in her hair and on her breath. There was something about a very sexy, attractive woman smoking all long, white cigarettes that got him hard. He had a pretty strong smoking fetish, although he did not smoke himself. Perhaps he would have her smoke in front of him - maybe even give him a smoky blowjob! Now wouldn’t that be something!

“My, my, Mr. Kraft. You performed very well today if I may say so, she said sweetly as she kissed him again. Now I have a favor to ask of you,” she said as they both straightened up.

“And what would that be, Miss Briamonte?” She smiled and touched his face. “Well, I took an Uber to work today because my car is in the shop. I was wondering if you could give me a ride home on your motorcycle?”

“Sure,” Evan said. “It would be my pleasure.”

“I’ve never ridden on a motorcycle before. It would be a thrilling end to a thrilling day, don’t you think?”

“Absolutely.” With a grin on his face, he asked her: “So how did I perform on my second day of detention?”

“You did very well. Keep it up and you may just pass my class and graduate this high school,” she said very matter-of-factly, as if this kind of thing was commonplace. It was just another reminder of what he was coming to regard as his “servitude” to this very, unique, and sexy woman.

❤️❤️❤️


The Contract

They both cleaned up and went outside to the school parking lot where Evan kept his Kawasaki 400 bike. “I’m sorry Toni, but I wasn’t expecting to take a passenger, so I don’t have a helmet for you. But don’t worry because I’m a careful driver, and, just in case the cops stop us, I know all of them on the Garden State, so there won’t be any problems,” he said with a smile.

“Oh, I’m not worried Evan,” she said. “I’m sure you’re careful, and I just know you’ll keep me safe!

He looked at her. “Damn straight!” he said.

So Evan put his helmet on with his visor down, and Toni climbed on the back placing her arms around his waist, making him hard again. He gunned the engine several times, and knocked the kickstand up and away they went.

He felt good as they zipped through the main streets and onto the Garden State Parkway. She lived about two exits south of where he lived, so it was a bit out of his way. It was a small price to pay for what he was sure was to come in the future. The anger he felt earlier towards his passenger was all just a memory, now that he knew what was expected of him. She liked it when a man took control and was the aggressor; otherwise she would be, and she was tough - and a painful tease.

After a twenty-minute ride, they pulled up to Toni’s garden apartment complex within a gated community with a security guard. As soon as the guard saw Toni sitting behind this “biker dude,” he opened the gate for them to enter. She and the guard exchanged waves, and Evan pulled up to the parking space reserved for her in front of her apartment.

“Why don’t you come in for a while Evan. I can make us a cup of coffee if you have time. Okay?”

“Sure, that sounds good to me”, he said as he lifted the visor from his helmet. During the ride home, Toni held on extra tight to him, making sure her hip was nice and snug up against his backside; and now with the invitation to come inside, arousal was on the menu again.

Toni’s condo was very pleasant and modern with a nice kitchen at the end of a short hallway. A small staircase off the living room led up to the second floor with two bedrooms and a bath. The first bedroom looked like a study/den, with a computer desk, and her bedroom had the door locked. “Have a seat Evan,” she said, as she prepared the Keurig machine coffee.

“So how do you like detention now?” she asked.

“Well Toni, if today is like what the rest of the month is going to be, I have to be truthful and say that I love it!”

“Good boy, because I’m very serious Evan when I tell you that you have no choice!”

Evan looked at her, somewhat surprised because he thought “the game” where he wouldn’t graduate if he did what she said was over. Apparently, she really wasn’t kidding. Toni saw the expression on his face and with a sigh she said, “Evan, Evan . . . ‘harassing me’ is just the beginning. How about vandalism with eyewitnesses??”

Now the mood became darker. “What the fuck are you talking about Toni??”

“It’s really disgusting what you did Evan, but if I must lay it out for you, I will.”

Evan stood his ground in the face of this new threat. “Okay, what do you believe you have you got on me??”

“Here, I’ll show you,” Toni said as she produced her iPhone for Evan to see. It was a short, fifteen-second video of someone who looked like himself, throwing a brick through the window of the industrial arts section of the high school, and then following that up by throwing what looked like a paper bag through the hole. It was taken at nighttime, and the perpetrator was Evan’s height, looked to be the same weight, and was dressed in a leather jacket and denim jeans with boots. Evan’s mouth hung open and his eyes were wide with fear. He was speechless. Then Toni took the phone away.

“Apparently Evan, two of the janitors saw it and videoed it. It happened too fast for them to intervene, because they said, and I’m quoting: ‘The kid jumped on his motorcycle and sped away too fast for us to do anything.’ Oh! The most disgusting part was that the bag you threw into the broken window was full of dog shit!! How repulsive! And to think I gave you a blowjob today!”

It would have been obvious to a chair that Evan was being set-up by a doctored video worthy of a CIA operation. But why?? Why??

“Anyway honey,” Miss Briamonte said in a very sultry voice, “I showed this to the principal, Miss Ribaldo, and your guidance counselor, Miss Thorndyke. They kind of like you, and agreed that I could punish you any way I chose to, and not get the police involved, because that would cast a very negative light on the school. And . . . we don’t want any of that, now do we?” Evan said nothing and continued to stand there as still as a statue, and hear this thing play out. Miss Briamonte moved closer to Evan and reached out, touching his shoulder gently with her right hand.

“I suppose that you could try to fight this if you want, but I assure you that it would not go well. Do you think your parents have the resources to pay a good lawyer to defend you and try to fight the evidence I have?” she said waving the iPhone in front of him. “Lucky for you, I’ve decided not to get the police involved for this or the harassment charge either, and just continue with the detention and my other punishment.”

“I, I thought that we were good. Whenever I think I’m doing what you want, and playing along with your sick agenda, you make it worse.”

For the first time, this stopped being an innocent, though crazy game, and Evan saw that this bitch was serious. His mind was racing about what to do. Making this even more (or less) complicated, depending on your point of view, Miss Briamonte put her hand now on Evan’s crotch, pressing his cock which was getting hard again.

“So this is how it’s going to be Evan. You’re mine - absolutely mine. You will today, agree to do anything, and everything I tell you to do. But relax, and try not to look so glum. I think that, in time, you will come to enjoy everything I have planned for you.”

Miss Briamonte was thoroughly enjoying herself. She really got off on making this overage and tough high school senior her sex slave, forced to do whatever she wanted. In fact her whole adult life was spent on perfecting these types of “control” situations. They were an integral part of her sexual enjoyment - psychological BDSM. Of course Evan didn’t know it, although he was smart and must certainly have suspected it; the principal, guidance counselor, and two male custodians were all in on this together. But, he thought, what was their endgame?? And how did he fit in. The best thing to do was to play along.

Taking a dep breath , Evan said, “Okay Toni, you win. I’m willing to go along with whatever you say, as long as it’s all legal.”

“Come on Evan, we’re all adults here,” she said, trying her best to sound innocent (the good cop routine), “I may be just a ‘tad’ aggressive; but I assure you that you won’t be breaking any laws.”

“Okay, I just have one question.”

“Go ahead, I’m listening.”

This was the white elephant in the room which Toni surmised Evan was thinking. “What role in this do the principal, my guidance counselor, and the two custodians have to do with this? I’m not stupid, Toni. I can’t believe this elaborate plot was set up to trap me with no one else being in on it; and why me?”

Toni smiled at him. “It’s all on a ‘need to know basis,’” she said. “All will be revealed in due time. You just have to trust me”. She stuck out her hand. “Now, do we have a deal? Is all ‘the business’ finished?”

“Yes, your ‘contract’ is as good as signed,” and they shook on it. He knew she had him.

“Okay, that’s what I like to hear. Now let’s enjoy our coffee.

❤️❤️❤️


The Reveal

They finished their coffee, Toni trying to lessen Evan’s shock by making small talk, after having locked down the whole game to him. She reached for her bag and took out a new pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols; staring at Evan, she pulled out a silver butane lighter and fired it up. Seeing that it peeked Evan’s interest, she said, “Evan you knew that I smoke, right?”

“Yeah, I did. I could taste it on you and smell it, remember?”

“Yes, and would I be bold if I told you that I know how it turns you on? You have what they call a bit of a ‘smoking fetish,’ am I right?” It didn’t do much good to try and hide it because she was right. It certainly did turn him on. In fact, even now he was getting hard, watching her sensuously smoking.

“Yeah, I dig it Toni. You are a very sexy and hot woman.”

“Glad to hear you say it Evan.” Toni stood up and walked over to where Evan was seated at the kitchen table. She stood behind him and reached down to his jeans, stroking the outside with her fingers. “Oh my,” she said. “You certainly are ‘frisky’ today Mr. Kraft! I think we will have to do something about this - what do you think?” She gave an exaggerated sigh and said, “The work of a good teacher is never done!”

“I think you’re right.”

“Good boy,” she said smiling as she took a big drag and blew the smoke right into Evan’s face. Not wasting any time, Toni grabbed Evan’s belt from the front and pulled him up, walking him towards the stairs leading to her bedroom. He was helpless to resist, now bound by his oral contract, and the threat of legal action and criminal prosecution if he refused. In the back of his mind the thought rolled around that he really did enjoy the idea of being a sex slave to a very hot, and even conniving woman who would go through all this trouble just to fuck and suck him.

In a twisted way, he felt a sense of privilege that he was the one chosen for this. He considered that there was the jock, big Mike McCarthy, who Evan knew was eighteen, and at least half a dozen other guys she could have. Yet, for unknown reasons she chose him. She pulled him through the doorway and sat him on the queen-sized bed, slowly running her fingers along the outside of his crotch, smiling at its hardness. It was just about an hour after the blow job in the school auditorium, and Evan was ready to go again.

Once in the bedroom, she opened his belt, and pulled his jeans down, placing him supine on the bed. “You know Evan, I love it when a man comes prepared,” she said, referring to his absence of underwear.

“I try,” Evan said, wondering what this afternoon would bring. This time, he wanted more than a blow job; he wanted to ram her senseless with his cock - all eight inches of it. Wasting no time, Toni took her blouse off and got on top of him, rubbing her tits against his bare chest. They were both completely in the buff, except for Toni’s black-leather skirt, and her pantyhose. They kissed hard, and Toni rubbed her skirt against Evan’s cock. The feel of the cool, soft leather rubbing him had him close to the edge. He was ready to explode, using all of the self-control he got from masturbating several times a day. Toni’s tongue was twirling around his, and the fingers of her right hand were doing the “O thing” up and down the shaft of his cock.

She pulled off from his mouth, and whispered hoarsely to him: “I want my man to fuck me really hard, and buck and ride me like a bronco.”

“Can do,” was all he could say. His eyes were closed, and Toni was now shoving her tits in his face, letting Evan’s teeth play with her nipples, all the while rubbing his cock, which now was moist with his precum - again. She loved being bitten and licked roughly. Evan’s spit was all over her breasts and he felt her tense up every time he bit down on her flesh. She let her hair fall over his face, and he was drunk with all her delicious scents. He bit her neck and she squealed with delight. “Take off my skirt,” she said in a suggestive voice. He was hoping that she wasn’t wearing panties so he could just fuck her under her skirt. The thought of his cock, entering her slick, tight, hungry pussy was something he could only fantasize about just a week ago; now it was real.

He undid her belt, zipper, and saw that she was wearing black panties that had straps to her lace-topped pantyhose. Now Toni was up on her knees, undoing the straps and sliding her skirt down and off with Evan’s help. He noticed that she was still wearing the black stiletto heels she wore in school. She knelt over him, straddling him and facing him. She was looking down at him, smiling, and still slowly teasing him; rubbing his cock gently with her fingers. Toni took his cock in her hand and rubbed it against the silk of her panties. To Evan, they felt thick. He was expecting soft, silky panties, the feel of bush hair under the silk, and the heady aroma of an aroused cunt, but it was strange. She must be sopping wet now, he thought. This was confusing, but the agony of waiting now was too much to bear. He was just about to tear her panties down, and moved his hand to Toni’s mid-section.

Toni looked down at him with a strange sardonic grin, her teeth showing, almost leering at him. Now this was scary. “Evan dear,” she said, “you must be patient. Now pull my panties down slowly; I want you to fuck me senseless, baby.” This was it, he thought; the moment of truth. In the second after he had that thought, Evan surmised that perhaps he had been drugged or that he was dreaming. What popped out of Toni’s panties was simply - a large . . . COCK!!!

He was speechless, staring at the Trident Missile pointing its slit-eyed warhead right at him! “What’s the matter Evan? Cat got your tongue??” Toni said with a high laugh, staring at his eyes. At first, hearing nothing, she thought that he might run out of the bedroom, pants around his ankles; fall down the stairs and kill himself, or perhaps go into the bathroom to be sick. Toni enjoyed “the reveal,” and the strange effect it had on different guys.

“I . . .I don’t know what to say, Toni - what the fuck?”

“I’m a woman, Evan. I just happen to have a cock, that’s all. If you can’t handle it - you’re free to go; but you know the consequences, right?” Again, he was in shock and couldn’t say a word.

“Look, you still get to fuck me today, and guess what?” she said, holding his chin with her fingers. “I can promise you that you’ll really enjoy it. In the first place, my ass is tighter and feels better than any pussy you’ll have! - here.” She reached into her nightstand draw and took out a tube of lubricant jelly. Evan watched bug-eyed as she placed her fingers behind her, coating her asshole up and down with her finger. Next, she leaned down to him for a long, wet, tongue kiss. “I want you Evan,” she said, her warm breath against his face. “It’s as simple as that. Now what do you say? Humm? Your hard, throbbing cock seems to want me!” At that, Evan would have to agree. Besides, no one will know anything. Keep an open mind Evan, he told himself. Trust her . .

Before he could reply, Toni turned around quickly, and Evan was staring at pair of shaved but smallish balls, a firm, smooth butt, and a puckered asshole, glistening with a coating of K-Y Jelly. Toni, greedily reached behind her and grabbed Evan’s cock, then thrust back onto it. She gasped. Evan was surprised at how easily his rather huge and thick cock slid into . . what was he supposed to call it? A “he pussy?” It felt wonderful. He was amazed, and now it was he who was thrusting up and hard, ramming Toni’s ass with his cock. Her cherry suffocating his slick cock made his eyes turn in his head! She met him thrust for thrust, moaning, and touching her tits.

“My God Evan, you’re wonderful.” Her voice was in staccato now: “Keep . . .going . . .harder!” Thoughts like am I gay? What am I doing? never entered his mind. It felt so fucking good. He sped up, butt cheeks slapping his tummy, and a thunder cloud opened up and he was shooting a deluge of his hot, thick cum all the way up her ass. It was the most incredible orgasm of his life, as he twisted his cock inside her like a mixing bowl spatula. His cock felt the hot wetness of her cum all around it. A stream started to drip onto his groin, and he kept going. Toni was moaning and grasping her “she-cock” with her full fist and shot her load all over the bed sheets. Evan’s hard-on gradually came down. He felt like he owed her an apology.

“Toni,” he said. “I’m sorry for doubting you. That was absolutely the best orgasm I ever had! I never would have expected that! You blew away all my thoughts of what that would be like!”

“You’re not so bad yourself my dear,” Toni said, now facing Evan, on top of him and kissing his face all over.
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Homework

She stopped kissing him for a moment, and reached over to her nightstand and got her cigarettes out. After putting on a coat of fresh lipstick, she placed a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette at a sexy dangle out of the corner of her mouth. With a quick motion, she lit up with her butane lighter, doing a snap inhale and raising her head to exhale up at the ceiling. Evan was transfixed at her. Replacing the cigarette in her mouth, she smiled, looking at Evan and asked him, “Would you like one Evan? I see you’re fascinated by my smoking and look! You’re even getting hard again.” This was true.

“Uh, I don’t smoke,” he said.

“Well, you see Evan, that will not do at all,” she said disapprovingly, looking across at him. “You see, I am very much turned on by a partner who smokes as well, so I insist that you start. Ok?”

Evan wanting to placate her, for obvious reasons, said, “Ok, I’ll think about it.” Watching Toni take very sensuous drags did turn him on . . .so perhaps he would at least try one. The relationship was just getting started anyway.

Toni finished her cigarette, and facing Evan, looked down at  her cock. “Oh my!” she said. “Look Evan, I’m hard again; I mean, really fucking hard! What do you think?” It sounded like a rhetorical question, and Evan could only agree.

“Yes, I see that.”

“What do you think I should do????” She said in a coquettish, teasing voice, batting her eyes at him. Before he could get the next thought out, she knew what he was thinking and headed him off. “Now you’ve never had a cock in your ass before, am I right?”

“Yeah, you’re right about that.”

“No need to be frightened honey; I’m too big for you right now, so I have a solution,” she said. Evan watched as Toni got off the bed slowly and went to her dresser draw and pulled out a wooden box. Inside, in velvet-lined place holders was an assortment of different sizes of hard, silicone dildos or butt plugs. She must have got these from the same place that I bought my male sex toys from, he thought; correctly as it turned out. She held the open box on the bed in front of him, and reached for another cigarette, looking him right in the eyes as she lit up for him. Not surprisingly, Evan was now hard again.

“Now here’s what I want you to do, Toni said with the freshly lit 120 dangling out of the corner of her mouth. Think of it like an ‘extra credit’ homework assignment. Start with the smallest one,” and she picked up a red dildo, not much bigger than a thumb. I want you to put lube on this when you go home, and gently practice with it; fucking yourself. The little curve at the end will stimulate you and may make you cum - I’m not sure. It depends on you. Everybody’s different. Sound good?” Then as an afterthought, she grinned at him.” You don’t have a choice you know!”

His attitude towards this “game” changed somewhat after fucking Toni. He actually enjoyed exploring this new part of his sexuality, and wondered where it would take him. He had an idea in the back of his mind, but right now, it was unspeakable, and a bit shameful.

“Yes, I realize that Toni,” Evan said.

“Now there is still the little problem of what’s going to happen to this raging hard-on that teacher has, Evan? Do you have any ideas???? Humm???” Evan was speechless; she just came five minutes ago, and now she was hard again. This was a day of firsts, and he quickly saw where this was this going. Sensing that he was sympatico with her thoughts, Toni said, nonchalantly, “Let’s see. You could go home, and I’ll have to take care of this myself, or you could take care of this for me! I like what’s behind ‘door number two Evan!’”

Toni took out a new cigarette and lit herself up and exhaled right into Evan’s face. The she placed him on his back and straddled him, her large and thick King Cobra cock (it had to be ten inches long) was right up against his face. Evan was smart enough to know that he had no choice. Toni looked down at him, trapped, and grinning. “Come on now Evan, you know what to do; or rather what you must do!” she said laughing. She moved forward slightly and placed the tip of her cock against his lips, cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth. This turned him on, and to his surprise he was feeling a sense of wanting, a curiosity to see what this would be like. He kept telling himself that Toni was a woman; that he wasn’t doing this with another man.

His lips parted slightly, eyes looking up at his new mistress, his new “alpha trans woman.” Like a reflex, Evan licked his lips, as just the tip of Toni’s cock entered his mouth. “Good boy Evan, that’s it. Take it slowwww.” He opened up more and she was in his mouth. She was being gentle on him, but this was soon ended as she started thrusting in his mouth all the way back to his throat. He gagged, and Toni laughed. “Let me feel your tongue on me honey,” she said. He complied and slid his tongue up and down her massive shaft. Toni had the cigarette still in her mouth, dangling over him and moaning, and exhaling through her nose and mouth. It was a total turn-on for Evan. He was starting to love this. He felt a wet, salty taste in his mouth which made his saliva thicker and helped to speed the motion of his tongue along. Every time she pulled out of his mouth, his lips got wetter from her cock, drenched in his saliva.

He played with her, every so often biting her cock with his teeth, and when she pulled against it, she shuddered and moaned for him not to stop. Her thrusting reached a crescendo, as she took a final drag and blew the smoky stream up to the ceiling. Now Toni finally let loose. Evan was engulfed with a warm sticky, sweet/salty taste as her cum shot out to the back of his throat. It made her cock even more slippery. He was sucking on a huge, wet snake, and he now understood how some people could really get hooked on the taste and the feeling of hot cum inside their mouth. He didn’t let any go to waste. Toni was sure that as a beginner, Evan would let it drip down his chin, but to her surprise, he didn’t.

Toni pulled off him, her cock hanging semi-erect and like a fiend, she kissed him hard, grabbing onto his long hair with her clenched fists, sucking out the remaining cum from his mouth. Speaking hoarsely, with a lusty, heady voice, she said, “You were just wonderful, Evan! I’ve never had a blow job like that before; especially from a newbie.”

Evan was just getting his bearings, half-disbelieving what had just transpired. “Yeah, it was amazing Toni.” She now lied across him, her hair tickling his bare chest and neck. “I think I’ll keep you Evan,” and she laughed as she said that.

“So remember your homework assignment Evan. I want you to take the whole butt plug case home with you and keep practicing. In about four weeks my dear, you should be ready to take me on! I have big plans for you sweetheart.” Great, Evan thought. He could only imagine what those plans were.

“Sure Toni. I really had a nice time today. I had some reservations, of course, but I liked it.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Things go much easier with a willing subject.” Willing subject? Evan thought. What does she mean by that? So Evan and Toni got dressed, and he left her house with the wooden box of toys fastened to the back of his Kawasaki. Before he left, Toni called after him: “Remember Evan - tomorrow is detention and don’t be late!”

❤️❤️❤️


Part II -

The New Evan - Four Weeks Later


The Turning

For the four weeks after that unexpected encounter with Toni in her house, Evan had a lot of thinking to do. His preconceived notions about anal sex - with a trans woman or a “shemale,” did a 360 degree turn around. He enjoyed it. For after every school day for the last month, he dutifully went to detention, and spent more and more time at Toni’s house. Now, after a month, Toni and he had been talking about living together. Evan would move into her house sometime during the school year. His parents objected, but those objections were finally put to rest after he told them that he was after all, nineteen years-old, going on twenty, and therefore he was entitled to live on his own. In addition, he told them of his plans to attend community college in the fall which was very close to Toni’s house. He didn’t tell them he was moving in with a teacher from his high school, but just a “roommate.”

At home, Evan was “practicing” with the box of male sex toys that Toni had given him. He wasn’t quite sure what the purpose was, other than Toni would be able to fuck him. At first, repulsed by the idea, he realized that so far everything he did with Toni was great. By now, he was “stretched” to the point where he believed he could handle her very large cock. Soon, he enjoyed using the toys, and quickly discovered that they could make him cum. A few of them even came with an attached cock ring. Blackmailed though he certainly was, the idea of being a “sex slave” to a very hot transgender woman who also smoked long, white cigarettes was a huge turn-on for him. In addition to the box of sex toys that Toni had given him, she also gave him a pair of her silk panties with the gaff that held her enormous cock hidden from view.

While he jerked himself off with his blowjob toy, and the butt plug/cock-ring she gave him, he loved to put her panties over his face - it had all of her delicious scents on it, which made him crazy every time he went to see her. The sensation of jerking-off, while at the same time being penetrated from the rear was indescribable - he fucking loved it! It was a Saturday night and Evan had a date to see her at her house. This night was to be different and would change Evan’s world forever.

❤️❤️❤️

Toni opened her front door, and she and Evan exchanged their normal greeting - five minutes of deep kissing in her hallway before being led upstairs to her bedroom.

“Evan,” Toni said, in a ‘teacher’s tone;’ “take a look at what I have for you,” as she put her arm around his shoulders and pointed to an array of clothing on the bed. Evan couldn’t believe what he saw. There was a pair of laced panties with a gaff inside to hide the bulge of his cock, a large sized bra to compensate for his lack of cleavage, a white starched blouse like the kind Toni wore, a black leather skirt, pantyhose with a laced top and straps, and . . . a dirty blonde - Farrah Fawcett style, eighties wig. Next to the clothing was a makeup case. Pointing to the makeup case, Toni matter-of-factly said, “Oh, and this makeup case is yours, Evan. I’ve spared no expense as you can see.” Then she went to a closet on the end of the bedroom towards the window and pulled out a pair of low pumps.

Evan was flabbergasted. The thought that Toni would want him to dress like a transgender woman was on the back of his mind, but he was in a sort of state of denial - that is, until now. His face remained expressionless. “What’s the matter Evan?” Toni said, “You look like a ghost!”

“I mean . . . like, you expect me to  . . .to -” She cut him off mid-sentence.

“Transform Evan? Yes, that’s exactly what I want. Why do you think I’ve made you practice with those toys I gave you? Why do you think I’ve gone through all this trouble to get these clothes for you? You know, I’d appreciate a little gratitude here!” She continued. “Of course, if you don’t want to play anymore, I’ll take that to mean you don’t want to follow up on our little deal, and I’ll just have to report your criminal behavior to the school and then the authorities!”

“After all we’ve done, and after I’ve shown my true feelings for you, you would actually do that to me??”

“Yes Evan. As much as I enjoy our time together, what I really want is,” Toni grabbed a cigarette and lit up, exhaling the smoke in Evan’s face, and continued talking. “- a transgender slut that I can control and make to do my bidding.” Evan looked blankly at her.

“Come on now Evan. I may be a manipulative, evil-minded bitch, but I really like you; and if I didn’t think this would be fun for you and me, I’d never make you go through this trouble. I see something ‘special’ in you. I always have.” Evan did some quick thinking. He had already decided to come live here this year with Toni, he enjoyed the sex tremendously - especially the introduction to anal sex, and she really did turn him on. Since he was a teenager, he’d always dreamt about being with a hot, cigarette smoking woman. What he never gave much consideration to was actually dressing up as a woman, and even going out in public as one. In retrospect, he was foolish - he should have known all along that this was her plan. So he really had no choice but to go along.

“Oh, there is something else,” she said. “I want you to see a doctor; a Doctor Florence Gimley. She is an endocrinologist and specializes in Hormone Replacement Therapy - ‘HRT’ for transgender women. I expect you to start next week. I’ve already made the appointment.”

Evan went white as a sheet. “I know this may be a lot for you to take all at once, so let’s just play ‘dress-up’ today, okay sweetie?”

“Okay,” Evan said, not without some reservations; but his resistance to Toni’s efforts was breaking down – quickly.

“Just so you know; I didn’t wake up one morning and just magically have tits like these. I went through the hormone therapy too - but I was thirty. You’re only nineteen. It should go really easy for you. Dr. Gimley will tell you all about it. You have to tell her that this is what you really want, and you’ve had tons of psychological counselling on it.” Who knows, Evan thought, mulling it around. Maybe it will be okay. So far I’ve enjoyed everything that we’ve been through.

“So let’s get started Evan, shall we?”

“Okay Toni, you’re the boss,” Evan said, resigned to this new aspect of his life. Whether he knew it or not, after he made the decision to live with Toni, he already made the decision to change.

“Now that’s what I like to hear - the old school spirit!” she laughed. Evan undressed, and picked up the panties. They were almost identical to the ones Toni gave him to wear. He slipped them on and turned around for Toni’s approval. “Wow, don’t they look delicious! I could take your cock out and just eat you now!” Evan smiled. Next he took the pantyhose; black nylon sheer, and slipped them on his skinny but muscular frame easily enough, and fastened the straps to the panties. He enjoyed the silky feel on his bare legs.

“Okay Evan, follow me into the bathroom for your makeup.” Toni took his chin in her hands and turned his head around, looking closely. “You know, I think we should shave your eyebrows, but we don’t have to do that just yet,” she said.

“Uh, yeah - I don’t think I want to graduate high school with tits, and no eyebrows.”

Toni laughed. “Don’t worry about that Evan. We can start with the hormones the last week of school. It’s better not to have too many changes all at once. That’s how I did it. I dressed for six months” she scrunched her eyes in thought, “or maybe close to one year before I started on the estrogens.”

“Toni,” he asked. “What exactly do you want to do with me? I know that we’ll be living together and all. I’m just curious.”

“Well Evan - you’re going to be a beauty. Wouldn’t you think I’d like to show you off?” Before any makeup was applied, Toni had Evan strip, pull down the pantyhose, and she shaved the hair off of his legs, balls, and arms. How he would keep this to himself when he showered after gym in school was another story.

Now Toni had Evan take a seat in front of the vanity mirror, opposite the sink, with the chair facing the side. “Now this is where the magic happens!” she said excitedly. She sounded like a Disney commercial. She took out the makeup case and put it on the counter, and started with the foundation, then the eyeliner, eye shadow - a shade of blue, mascara, and the lipstick and liner were deep red. Studying him carefully, Toni saw that his eyelashes were thick enough so that false eyelashes weren’t needed. She could always put some on him later if need be. Next, she put a touch of gloss over the lipstick. All the time, Evan was facing away from the mirror. The last thing to go on was the wig. Toni took extra care to blow it out and shape it just right. It was dirty blonde and frosted. She had to admit, that with Evan’s blue eyes, he was really a knockout. She was very proud of her work. Now she brought the blouse and skirt in, admonishing Evan not to peek until she was done.

When Toni gave permission to look in the mirror, Evan was astounded. I really look good, he thought. My God! I’ve actually got a hardon looking at this person in the mirror who is actually me! He put his hands on his hips, turned around, saw the outline of his ass in the mirror, and the appearance of a bust from the black-laced bra underneath his white starched blouse - a favorite of Toni’s. Toni bit her lips, looked at Evan, and shoved her hand down the front of his skirt. What she found pleased her: Evan had a nice hard cock.

“Wow Evan, not only are you dressed to kill but you are sooooo damn hard! I believe this “new you” really turns you on - I mean, look how hard you are.” Next Toni took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and lit one up. She handed the pack to Evan. He hesitated. “Go ahead Evan, take one,” she said without hesitation, as she exhaled into his face.

He reluctantly took one out. “Remember, I told you that I wanted to turn you into a real smoky slut - it’s a huge turn on for me,” Toni said in a serious tone, like she meant business. Evan knew better than to doubt Toni’s resolve, given the “terms” of their agreement, so he went along. Besides, he did have a smoking fetish, and dressing up like this, which already made him hard, would only be amplified by a cigarette. So, he let her light him up. He took his first drag, inhaled, and coughed. Toni laughed. “I should have told you Evan to take it slow. Your body has to become used to it. He tried another light drag and managed to keep from coughing this time, but he was turning green, and the room began to spin a bit.

“It will take some time Evan, but soon you’ll get the hang of it, and you’ll make teacher very happy. Now don’t you want to make teacher happy??”

“Yes Toni, I do.” This time, he really meant it.

“Well good. You know we have to give you a girl’s name. I know! How about ‘Evie?’”

“Yeah,” he said. “I kind of like the ring to it - Evie,” he said slowly.

“Now for the fun part. I’ve got a huge boner just looking at you ‘Evie,’ and now for the real action.” Before ‘Evie’ could say another word, Toni grabbed him and started kissing him deeply. His lipstick was rubbing a bit on Toni’s lips, and she held him and ran her hands all over him. She took her blouse out of her skirt and opened the buttons. Now Evie’s mouth went to work on her tits - kissing them all over and then putting her nipples in his mouth. Toni started to moan with delight, and she stuck her hands down the front of Evie’s skirt and underneath his panties with the gaff. “Oh my! We’re going to have lots of fun! I can tell,” she said. Very roughly, after stroking his hard, beefy aroused cock, Toni pulled his skirt off and unsnapped his panty hose from the gaff.

“Now get down on the bed here, on your knees with your ass facing me!” she ordered him.

Evie complied. “Now let’s see how your few weeks of practicing have paid off.” During the past few weeks, on the occasional night that he spent at her house, Toni made sure that Evan’s progress in getting his ass ready for a good fucking was coming along; and it was - nicely. He was already up to the largest size butt plug, and was able to take it effortlessly. Toni reached into her drawer and pulled out a jar of coconut oil and rubbed it all around Evie’s ass and on her cock. She also gave Evie a red cock-ring to slip on himself. She was wearing one too.

Very turned on by how her creation looked to her, Toni was horny indeed, and was busting with anticipation at getting her cock inside of him. The next thing Evie felt, was Toni’s cock playing around at the cherry entrance to his ass, lubed up and silky smooth from the coconut oil. Evie loved it, having cum several times from his play with Toni’s toy collection. Her hands were pinching and twirling Evie’s nipples. “Just imagine how this will feel once you have real breasts of your own, Evie,” Toni said.

Her cock enjoyed teasing and playing with Evie’s “he pussy.” Toni broke the intensity of the moment, suddenly announcing: “Evie, you and I are going to light two cigarettes - one for each of us while we fuck or suck each other. Them’s the rules from now on, okay?”

“Whatever you say, Toni.”

“Good! That’s what I wanted to hear from my little prized slut!” Toni exclaimed as she reached over him to the nightstand and pulled out two, long white Virginia Slims 120s - one for each. She wasted no time in lighting them both up. Evie, née Evan, was very turned on by this; no longer fighting his fetish, but embracing it. There was a mirror on the opposite wall from the bed, and Evie was able to see himself taking it from behind by Toni. While holding the cigarette between his fingers with his now painted and false nails, he looked like a real smoky slut. His own cock was throbbing from the image. He loved how the wig looked so natural falling over his shoulders. He fantasized about Toni cumming all over his face, the pasty wetness completing the whole slut fantasy.

Toni wasted no time, and stopped the foreplay at the entrance to Evie’s “he-pussy” and rammed all her ten inches right up into it. Evie let out a brief yell at the sudden invasion, but thanks to the practice, felt incredible. While the toys prepared him, it felt nowhere near as good at the real thing. Toni was twisting around inside him going in and out, smacking his ass with her groin in rapid succession. Evie groaned and gripped the bed sheets, stopping every so often to take a drag from his cigarette. It now became a necessary accessory to his sexual enjoyment. Toni was right about that too he realized.

He didn’t want this to stop, just continue for the rest of the evening. As Toni continued her grunting and thrusting, Evie grabbed the shaft of his own cock, still slick with the cocoa butter from before. He heard Toni squeal and then felt a warm sensation inside his ass, as she exploded inside him. At the same time, after furious rubbing and squeezing, Evie let loose like a water cannon, spraying his cum all over the sheets in front of him. Now he felt the slow dripping of Toni’s cum running down the sides of his ass. When Toni’s erection lessened, she withdrew, the milky wetness of her cum still surrounding her cock. “Lick it clean Evie!” she said firmly. Evie, now the good little sissy cum-slut eagerly complied with his mistress’s request.

“Okay my pretty little bitch,” Toni ordered, “Light a cigarette and give me a smoky blow job! Now!” She reached over to her pack and pulled one out for herself and Evie, lighting them both up. Just like a prisoner who was deprived of food, Evie began sucking on Toni’s massive cock which tasted like cocoa butter and his own jizz. His tongue wrapped itself around the massive girth of Toni’s cock, and Toni thrust into his mouth, almost causing Evie to gag with the effort. “That’s it, you little bitch, don’t you dare stop!” Toni panted. Just before Toni came, she pulled out of Evie’s mouth, and grabbing her cock firmly in her hand, sprayed a new wall of cum right into Evie’s face, causing his eye shadow and mascara to run down the side of his face.

Evie turned now to look at himself in the mirror. What he saw made him hard again. He had become a true cum-slut, makeup running, a face full of jizz, nonchalantly dragging on a cigarette. Toni was very pleased with the sight of her new creation. “Why look at you Evie!” Toni crowed. “You have exceeded my wildest expectations my dear!” She grabbed Evie by the shoulders and looked her right in her cum-sticky eyes. “You have no idea the plans I have for you Evie. You and I are gonna make a helluva team. Just you wait and see!”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this incredible tale of a new crossdresser on his way to becoming a full out Transgender Woman, manipulated by of all people, his high school chemistry teacher! The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Evan’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey


About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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